108                            DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
by those who want to save many a good heavy thing from sinking,
especially when the heaviest thing of all nowadays is the heart. He told
us an excellent story about Richard Garnett. A Siamese prince was taken
round by Garnett and Butler to see the British Museum reading-room
and naturally Garnett as the chief wished to impress the prince. They
showed him among other things how the place was heated. Neither was
mechanically minded but Garnett felt that our good relationship with
Siam depended on the successful heating of the reading-room.
" 'And how does it work?' asked the prince, more interested in
engines than in books. Out came Butler with: 'Damnably.' What on
earth did it matter whether the prince was offended or not. The British
Museum was built to house revolutionaries who generate their own heat."
Once on Butler, there was no stopping. He continued:
"You know Buder thought of becoming a pavement artist, as he
could put his expensive university education to no other use. In that way
he resembled William Morris. He got the idea from one of his tenants
who made a good respectable living that way and turned one of his
rooms into a studio. I myself might have come to that if the office was
the only alternative; there are so few openings for people who don't want
to work. Well, as I said somewhere else, Butler had no style at all, which
is the supreme sort of style."
We went for a walk across a field path towards Codicote and I told
G.B.S. that I came across a lane in that village called Cowards Lane, and
I asked a villager how the lane came to be called in that way. It was an
old man and he remembered how dangerous it was for a Welwyn man
to venture on the road to Codicote because of the hatred one village had
for the other. Codicote youths would attack Welwyn people and vice
versa. Cowards Lane was the way of circumventing the road and avoiding
trouble.
"That's the lane for me," G.B.S. remarked. "I was coming out of a
meeting in London one day, when I overheard a lady asking Cunninghame
Graham who this fellow Shaw was and I heard his reply: 'The coward
who left William Morris and myself to face the police in Trafalgar
Square.' So you see what path I would have taken if I had to walk from
Welwyn to Codicote. Have they come to terms by now?"
"I think they have both combined against any encroachment by that
newfangled city, Welwyn Garden City. They seem to have strong
words to say against garden cities."
"If it were not for the Garden City, where else could I have my